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April Meeting 

Monday, April 1, 1957 at 8.15 p.m . 

at the 

ROYAL ONT.ARIO MUSEUM 

Speaker: Keith McLeod, B.A. (Sask.), M.A. Toronto 

Title: "The Changing Climate and our Natural Environment" 

Illustrated. 

Mr. McLeod's early work with the Department of Transport (Meteorological 
Services) was spent at Gander, Newfoundland, in charge of the Weather Office 
there. This office was responsible for ferrying bombers to Britain during 
the war. Later he spent six years at the Forecast Office in Montreal, and 
leaving there crune to Toronto as Superintendent of Public Weather Services for 
Canada. Many of our members will have seen Mr. McLeod from time to time on 
C.B.C. Television Weather Show. 

SPRING OUTINGS 

For details of the many interesting outings arranged for the next three 
months, consult your Spring Outing Programme, which is enclosed herewith. 

BOT.ANY GROUP 

The April meeting of the Botany Group will be held on Thursday, April 18, at 
Eglinton Public School, at 8.00 p.m . The meeting will be in charge of the 
Fern Group, and the Chairman will be Miss Elizabeth Price. 

JUNIOR FIELD NATURALISTS 

The April meeting of the Juniors will be held in the Museum Theatre on 
Saturday, April 6, at 10.00 a.m. The programme will be as follows: 

Speakers - 5 minutes each 

Susan Scrivener - Flowers of the Provinces 
Carolyn Ellery - Life of a Tree 
John .Anderson - What is a Fern? 
Margaret Bethune - What is a Garden? 

There will be two films sho~n - Life in the Forest and Life of a Pond. 
Coloured slides entitled "Signs of Spring" will be shown by Mrs. J. Goodwin 
and Mr. J. Simon. 

SUMMER NATURE CAMP 

The applications for our Nature Study Camp are already coming in. To avoid 
disappointment we would suggest that you should register now. Further informa
tion may be obtained from the Secretary. 

John Mitchele - President Mrs. J.B. Stewart - Sect'y. 
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On February 2nd that perceptive animal, the ground hog, 
announced that there would be six more weeks of wi~ter in this 
region - that is, the humans who make it their business to gather 
this information from the knowing animal proclaimed his decision 
to their own species. At approximately the same date the meteoro
logists who pronounce upon the weather for the next thirty days 
let us know that the advancing month would be one of 11near normal 11 

conditions around Toronto. Now that the period in question has 
passed we a re happy to report that the weather itself has confirmed 
all prognostications. Every one is happy - the knowing ground hog, 
the meteorologist and their audience. It has been proven once 
again that winter is normal hereabouts in February a~d early March. 

Just to make sure that the weatherwise ground hog was up to 
the business of seeing his shadow on that brilliant sunny second 
day of February, Earl Stark and I made a round of the country north
west of the city. The ground hog, curiously enough, we did not 
s ee, but as soon as we turned off the By-Pass towards No. 27 
Highway we began to see hawks, some in trees, some hovering or 
soaring over the grassy fields. Nearly all were rough-legs, three 
of these being in the very black plumage. Over one field we saw 
four in the air at once. Diving at each other, plunging and 
rising suddenly, swinging around in circles, and coming in again 
for a rush, it looked as though the four were having a fine free
for-all fight. After watching this melee for a while we could 
see that no hurt was really being done, and, moreover, no real 
attack was being made. Here , then, was no fight but a game . The 
four hawks were frolicking in the air much as young foxes or puppies 
on the ground. Wheeling and darting, chasing each other through 
the brisk air, up into the blue sky, they were having a wonderful 
time. And why not? The weather was beautiful, food was plentiful -
another rough-leg caught a mouse whilst we were watching - and the 
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neighbourhood was safe. Many hawks took up residence in this 
area early in December and stayed, finding it safe. A good 
combination this - stimulating weather, plenty of food and security -
for a whole field full of hawks to be joyful about. A field full 
there was, fo r within a mile we f ound no less than 15 rough-legs, 
2 redtails and 2 spar row hawks. What a mountain of mice they must 
have cleaned up in the weeks that they have been around. 

We never did find the ground hog. Wherever he was there was 
no doubt about his seeing h i s shadow; so, of course, we could have 
no question about h i s prophecy of six more weeks of winter. Neither 
did the frolicsome hawks, nor the fat grey shrike we saw intently 
scanning a grassy mound in an old orchard, nor even the six meadow 
larks we saw skimming across a road from one field to another. This 
was winter to them, a b r ight l iveable winter, and so far as they 
knew, it was likely t~ go on for some while to come. It really 
looked as if their philosophy was to be summed up in the warning, 
11Sufficient unto the day are the ills (and the pleasures) thereof 11 ! 
As for the rest all prophesiers can go hang. 

Next day news of another group of winter residents, owls 
this time, not hawks, came through, and Marshall Bartman and I went 
out to see them. A company of long- eared owls, they had had the 
wisdom to choose as the site of their winter roost the shrubbery 
and wind-breaks on the property of ardent naturalists, Mr. and Mrs. 
Bruce Matson, a little southwest of Streetsville. 

When Marshall and I arrived we found three other T.F.N.C. 
members already there, the photographers Mr. and Mrs . Drake and 
Miss Ruth Wilson. Word of the owls was getting around fas t . The 
owls themselves proved to be as easily seen as I had been told. 
Thanks to the efforts of Messrs . Drake and Matson fourteen long-eared 
owls were quickly started from the dark depths of an evergreen wind
break. In rapid succession they floundered forth, some whipping 
over our heads and vanishing around the corner of the house, 
several settling in the heavy shrubbery, mostly lilac bushes, within 
a few feet of where we stood . Though looking somewhat startled or 
alarmed these owls sat in full view as long as we made no sudden 
moves or noises . Even with the photographers' operations they did 
not fly, thereby offering alluri ng subjects to the telephoto lense. 
Clearly the owls were more or less accustomed to people, and not 
too uncomfortable at the sight of them . Such a reaction was a 
convincing tribute to the protective way in which they have been 
treated by the Matsons, who have had them for company for several 
weeks. 

Bruce Matson informed us that if people did not go into the 
bushes, the owls would stay all day long in full view from the 
living room . In that room French windows reach to the ground; 
and on the snow outside these windows sunflower seed and other 
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food is placed regularly for the benefit of small birds. Tree 
sparrows, juncos, chickadees and others feed continually without 
any attempt at molestation from the long-eareds, even though the 
owls are but a few feet from the feeding station and in full 
view of it. Indeed as we stood near the lilac grove it was amply 
evident that no fear or antipathy existed between the small birds 
and the owls . At least 25- 30 tree sparrows, several chickadees 
and a number of house sparrows were in attendance at the feeding 
station. They flew in and out, feeding, chirping, and paying no 
heed to the owls . In fact, when leaving the seeds, or when 
flying in from other quarters, they would fly straight into the 
shrubs, alighting amongst the owls, all the while twittering 
unconcernedly, One tree sparrow burst into song while standing 
a few inches above the ear tufts of a long-eared owl! The owl 
never even turned to look. Evidently a modus vivendi had long 
since been worked out) the owls not molesting the small birds, 
they in turn not badgering the roosting owls. Good proof this 
that long-eared owls are not by preference eaters of birds, but 
rather mousers . · 

Another interesting habit they have shown at the Matsons is 
that at dusk when cottontail rabbits come to eat the food on the 
snow outside the French windows, some of the owls will sit in the 
nearest lilacs, alongside the house, and will dive down over the 
rabbits, plunging from one lilac and rising to another in doing 
so. To the Matsons 1 knowl edge the rabbits have never been harmed, 
possibly because these animals are too large for the long-eareds 
ordinarily to tackle. Why then do the owls carry on in this 
manner? Is it because the cottontails resemble large mice and the 
owls are tempted, only to be deceived when they see the size of 
the animal they are diving on? Or is it a case of play, somewhat 
malicious play, in which the owls get pleasure from scaring the 
rabbits, much as small boys get a thrill from frightening cats 
and dogs? There are well authenticated examples of hawks 
diving on birds or animals which are much too large for the hawks 
ever to think seriously of capturing them, and of doing this 
repeatedly, apparently merely for the pleasure of seeing the bird 
or animal fly or run, or of hearing it squawk and squeal. From 
Mr. Matson's account of the long- eareds it would look as though 
these owls were indulging in that sort of play. If they were 
really hungry, the story might be different, but so far as food 
goes, the shaggy fields all around must be alive with mice, their 
normal diet. At evening, the owls move out over the fields, 
patrolling their chosen beats, and return well filled to their 
daytime roost. No need to hunt other game when your preferred 
mice are everywhere, and easy to be had. 

We came away from this interest i ng visit thinking how 
pleasant it would be to live in a place where we could sip tea in 
an easy chair and watch long-eared owls playing with rabbits 
outside the window. 

Resident hawk concentrations and owl roosts are winter 
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phenomena quite consonant with the ground hog's prediction, yet 
even in the midst of continuing winter there must, when February 
is on the calendar, come signs of spring . Yes, even before, as 
you realise when you awaken some late morning in January to hear 
the cardinal pouring out his cheery whistles in your garden, or 
when, as you a r e dri ving along snow- bordered roads in late 
January or early February, you see grey- brown birds, so distinct 
ively wide of beam, fly up from the cleared road-bed -- horned 
larks in search of gr avel or remmant seed. 

These lat ter early comers it was that my wife and I were 
in search of on Febr uary 23 when we turned east from No. 10 Highway 
at Snelgrove . The larks had arrived in the Toronto region by 
the first week of February, right on time, but so far we had not 
seen any, though we had travelled a good many miles of road. 
Today our hopes were to be fulfilled for halfway across from 
Snelgrove to t he Sand Hill r oad we came upon three horned larks 
doing battle with each other alongside the road. Flutte ring 
passionately, head to head, they r ose ten or twelve feet into the 
air, three together at first, then two, the duel ending with the 
two battlers breaking away and racing to the fence, where the birds 
took up position, each on a post . As we stopped and lowered our 
windows we had the delight of hearing the tinkling songs of the two 
rivals; real vernal music this, uttered in wholehearted oblivion 
of the surrounding snow, a pronunc i amento of occupation, of robust 
intent to live here and raise a family, and enjoy the land. For 
unthought of moments we listened entranced; then , our attention 
was directed again to the third lark. When it quit the f i ght it 
had glided into the field ; now it was making for the road once 
more. It did not join in the singing, and this, with its less 
ardent behaviour, made us suspicious of its identity. When it 
alighted near the car we could see that it had throat and face 
markings of burnished gold. Our suspicions had been right; no 
local bird this, rather a northerner, a Northern Horned Lark bound 
for Arctic shores . Here he was only halting, a pause in the long 
homeward trek . He had got momentarily mixed up in the local 
territorial squabble, on l y because he happened to be in the path of 
encounter; and possibly because he too, though far from home, was 
feeling those springtime urges sufficiently to do a little battling 
just for the fun of it, even when no territory of his was at stake; 
a little amorous sparring, so to speak, in preparation for the real 
thing when the long brown tundra shbuld roll into sight . His lack 
of persistence, and his failure to take up the struggle in song 
indicated, however, that he was a stranger at heart and still far 
from his own true bourne . He may have travelled nort hward this 
far with the other two . Now that they have reached their home 
fields, and have become interested in other matters than travel, he 
will have to go on alone, or find other companions, which last 
he will almost certainly do. Such bright-colored northerners are 
almost always to be found among the early horned larks; i t pays 
to look them all over with care, for though the Northern Lark is 
a sub-species only, it is one that can be told in the field, and 
its beauty will repay the work of discovery. 
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The Northern Lark looking for companionship on the next 
stage of his journey might not have appreciated any association 
with the next tundra dweller we met. Needless to say we did, 
immensely so, for we had been keeping an eye out for this bird 
ever since New Year's Day, and had not found it before. We found 
it one brief brown field west of the first houses in the village 
of Wildfield, a huge white ball atop a shattered elm tree, a 
stub rising some 30 feet above the grass. Little doubt what 
it was; the car brakes took hold as I was saying, "snowy owl". 
Immediately focussing on the 11white ball 11 we saw that snowy it 
was, and a very large, really white bird, a magnificent individual. 
While we watched the owl kept turning its head, not at all in 
alarm I think, but with a rapidity and determination that suggested 
real hunger and a strong mind to end it, an anxiety to get a 
satisfying meal in view. We were amused to see that whenever the 
head was turned so that the nape was towards us a "black patch " 
appeared, just as if the owl were showing a black fur collar. In 
truth this was under plumage being exposed; and as soon as the 
head was reversed the black disappeared. I tried squeaking to 
attract the snowy's attention but the wind being towards us - we 
were perhaps 200 yards distant - the owl did not hear. At least 
I assume that to be so since it paid no heed, which it might well 
have done in its desire to get a meal if it had heard. Had this 
bird not been so near to the Wil dfield houses I would have tried 
to make it fly, for the great white owl sailing across the brown 
fields would have made a stirring sight. Bringing it to the 
eyes of poss i bl e killers was not, however, to be thought of, so 
we drove on. In a winter when snowy owls have been so few, t o 
have seen so fine a sample, and to have been able to do so under 
such excellent conditions of observation, was a wonderful privilege, 
for which we were truly grateful. 

This meeting was "Hail and Farewell". A fortnight later 
on March 9th meadow larks were singing amidst the brown grasses of 
yesteryear, crows were filling the air with vibrant cawing, robins 
had been reported in several places. Spring was truly launched. 
The ground hog's six weeks were up, and every creature knew it. 
The gates were opening upon a new green season. Let all sing who 
may. 

xxxxx xxxxx xxxxx 

What birding in the far north can be like when winter 
has really set in is shown to us in another of Mrs. Eva Beckett's 
charming letters, written from her home in Churchill, Manitoba, 
on December 17, 1956. Our readers have expressed their great 
pleasure in Mrs. Beckett's previous letters, hence we are very 
happy t o present this new one, which like the previous letters, 
is given here through the kind permission of Mrs. Beckett and 
the Margaret Nice Ornithological Club, of which she is a 
corresponding member. She writes ; 
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"December should not slip completely away without a few 
lines of greeting from your corresponding member in the land of 
Santa Claus. My letter may not reach many of you in time to 
bring Christmas greetings, but I trust this season will be a 
happy one for each and all of you, and that the New Year will be 
filled with good things -- good health, good birding, and 
happiness. 

Believe it or not, today in the midst of a desolation of 
snow and ice, and with the present noon temperature at 20 degrees 
below zero, I am enjoying a bit of birdwatching as I sit by the 
window typing this letter. A bird that I have become most 
interested in .•• a Raven ... is flying back and forth over the 
house. This big black bird is flying low, its sharp eyes peering 
down in search of any scraps of food that I may have put out. But 
it has missed them today. A neighbour's dog found them first. 
It is always a race between the ravens and this handsome, big, 
yellow, husky dog for bits of meat or crusts that I put out for 
them each day. I try to favour the ravens, but the dog is always 
watching for food too. Yesterday a raven appeared just in time 
to see the dog carrying off a ham bone. It was furious and 
chased the dog all the way home, croaking and flapping its wings 
wildly meanwhile. This big dog was little perturbed by the 
bird, in fact he seemed to enjoy its frustration, and trotted off 
to his hido0ut with the bone clamped tightly in his jaws, and his 
tail curled high over his back. 

I have often wondered why ravens have had such a bad 
name , and have so often been regarded as creatures of ill--omen. 
From observations that I have had of them, I would say they are 
clowns of the bird world. Some of their antics are most amusing. 
In fJight too, they are magnificent. Yet, these big black birds 
in snowy Arctic winter do appear incongruous, as though nature 
had made some mistake in their colour. They, perhaps, have no 
need of protective colouring. In winter especially they would 
have few predators in Arctic regions, (and ravens do stay the 
year around in places much farther north than Churchill). Certain
ly they have no fear of snowy owls, and they can keep out of the 
way of wolves and foxes. One day recently I watched a snowy owl 
feeding on something at a garbage dump. A raven flew back and 
forth overhead, watching the owl, sometimes coming fairly low 
over the dump. This irritated the owl until finally with a 
real squeal of rage it abandoned its food and flew to the top of 
a pole some distance away. Then the raven flopped down to 
investigate the morsel forsaken by the owl. Folks here claim 
there are more ravens than usual in the district this winter. I 
am not so sure of that. There are always numbers of them 
around. 

In marked contrast with to-day's bird observation was 
one on Dec. 4th when a Rock Ptarmigan ... the first I had seen 
this year ... came to search for food along the wind-swept 
gravel path leading to my door. It is not often that rock 
ptarmigans are seen in this immediate district during the 
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summer seasonJ but they are frequent winter visitors. The 
Willow Ptarmigan is the one that commonly nests in this region. 
In their summer plumageJ it is not easy to distinguish the two 
speciesJ but in winterJ when the plumage of these birds is snowy 
white, the rock ptarmigan has a ·readily distinguishing feature. 
A black line extends from the beak through the eye, It is a 
smaller bird tooJ than the willow ptarmigan. I watched this 
bird from the window for some time. It came right into the 
dooryard and seemed to be finding plant seedsJ or else was 
filling its crop with tiny bits of gravel. It is a gentle bird~ 
almost dove-like in its mild quiet actions. 

It is perhaps because of its gentle defenceless nature 
that protective coloration is so important. At any season you 
can be within a few feet of the bird without noticing it. In 
summerJ its greyish brown plumage is in perfect harmony with the 
colour of the tundra's lichens and mosses. In spring and fall 
when the whole landscape is changingJ the bird is piebald. At 
this time of year you could look at it sitting on the ground and 
easily take it to be a little bump of snow . With its winter 
plumage comes another change; fine hair-like feathers cover its 
feet and legs, giving them a woolly, long underwear-clad appear
ance. This woolliness on the feet naturally makes the ptarmigan's 
footprint in the snow a very distinctive one. In fresh snow the 
morning after I had seen the rock ptarmiganJ its tracks were 
everywhere around my cottageJ but no sign of the bird anywhere. 
That may have been because it was so well camouflaged. Some
times in very early spring I see large flocks of these birds on 
the hillside close to my cottage. The largest flock that I have 
record of, was on the morning of April 12, 1954. When I raised 
the window blinds that sunny morning, my dooryard was filled with 
ptarmigan! It was the most delightful sight, 56 of them, we 
counted from the living- room windows. They had discovered seeds 
put out the previous evening for snow buntingsJ and were happily 
feasting on them. 

A few days previous to this recent ptarmigan observation, 
I noted one starling. It roosted for a time in the shelter of 
some sticks of wood on our woodpileJ and had an unhappy appearance 
as the day was very windy and cold. It has probably left this 
bleak coastal region since, and found shelter in more wooded 
areas. Starlings have made little headway here. In fact I 
think that the few we see here each summer are migratory. In the 
summer of 1952J I had my first record of starlings nesting here. 
Several pairs made their nests high in the steel girders of the 
shipping galleryJ between the grain elevator and the dock. When 
the young had hatched and left the nest, there was a flock of 
more than forty starlings . They stayed around until long after 
winter set in, but they had a difficult time. I frequently 
watched numbers of them on the big chimney of one of the 
hotelsJ warming themselves, I expect. Scarcely any were seen 
after Christmas that year . Some perished, for we found a few 
dead bodies . Others may have found shelter in the woods. But 
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never since have starlings, other than a pair or two, attempted 
nesting here. These seem to leave the district as soon as the 
weather becomes too cold. 

The same day, but hours later. 

This has been such a calm sunny day that I had a fine 
long walk this afternoon. Walking out of doors has not been 
much pleasure all through December as the weather has been quite 
severe, with low temperatures and high winds. It is the winds 
really that make Arctic life trying at times. A calm day such 
as this is a joy. But, "come wind, come weather", we don our 
parkas with furred hoods and go out every day. December temper
atures this year have been much below normal, but we are getting 
accustomed to the cold now. 

To get in an afternoon walk one needs to start early 
these days. By one o'clock the sun is already sinking low in 
the sky; by three o'clock it has disappeared below the horizon, 
well off to the south at this time of year. Darkness follows 
very quickly after sunset, and the nights are usually quite 
dark until 7.30 or 8.00 p.m. when the stars shine out more 
brightly and frequently the aurora waves its great trailing plumes 
of light across the dome of Arctic night. Tonight the full moon 
gleams brilliantly on our snowy tundra, and over the great expanse 
of frozen sea. It is a glorious sight. 

I walked along the coastal ridge at sunset. Lights and 
shadows over the snow were indescribably beautiful as the sun 
sank low in a sky of flaming glory. A rosy glow over the gleaming 
whiteness was interspersed with shadows of amazing blue, for every 
twig or stalk* of grass, or rock above the level of the terrain 
casts its shadow. The northern sky, reflecting the sunset glow 
took on an exquisite pink hue, beneath which the frozen sea lay 
absolutely still and white. As the sun was setting, the enormous 
disk of the full moon rose above the rim of the sea to lend 
enchantment to the night. Now, as I write, the brilliance of the 
night is fantastic. The full moon dominates the scene. A few 
stars are glimmering palely. I can dimly make out Orion, so low 
in the eastern sky that with one good step he could be down to 
earth. That is one of the interesting features of Arctic night, 
the sky seems extraordinarily low. Sometimes you have the 
impression that you could almost reach up to it. 

On my walk today I saw two snow buntings ••• the silly 
little things ... they appeared in good healthy condition, and 
were flitting about cheerfully enough, but I can 't understand 
their being here at this time of year. We have seen these two 

* Dune grasses so common along the coast, stand stiff and tall 
through all the winter blasts. 
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on several occasions during the past week, tpe first time we have 
ever seen snow buntings here in winter. Probably some do stay 
around and we just have not seen them. Many thousands of them 
fed and rested here for a fortnight or more during the autumn 
migration. I iooked at the thermometer as I came in from walking 
and the temperature then was 30 degrees below zero; our local 
weather station reports it now as 37 degrees below, which would 
seem much too cold for snow buntings 1 comfort. 

When I wrote in September, it was at the time of the 
equinoctial gales+ The days then were wild and windy; but 
iater we had a delightful fall, very mild and open until the end 
of November, so we should not feel badly about cold weather now. 
Autumn migrations were tremendously interesting, and many birds 
remained in the region until quite late in the season. The 
colour of the tundra vegetation was never lovelier. Camera 
fans had every opportunity of getting good colour shots. With 
colder weather there came the usual annual migration of polar 
bears along our coast. One big bear ambled a~ong the rocks 
about 100 yards back of our cottage in mid-afternoon one day. It 
is always exciting to see them at close range. From now until 
April there will be little sign of bird or beast, though the 
Eskimos will capture the occasional seal at its breathing-hole in 
the sea ice. I saw several Eskimo hunters setting off across the 
ice with their dog teams and komatiks today, on a seal-hunting 
expedition. 11 

xxxxx .xxxxxxx xxxxx 

Naturalists know the value of keeping their eyes open at 
all times, even on city streets, and in the most unlikely places. 
What could be more indicative of the rewards that come from such 
awareness than the following little episode described to me in a 
letter by Miss Dorothy Hanson, a student at St. Clement's School, 
who participated in this find. Miss Hanson writes, 

110n March 5th the bird was first seen on the ground at 
the entrance to the Eglinton Subway Station, seemingly frozen, 
for the temperature was approximately 25 degrees above zero at 
8.30 that morning. The cedar-waxwing was picked up by Miss 
Talbot, and protected against the cold by her warm coat was 
carried to St. Clement's School and left to perch on the window
sill of the staff room. Knowing that I was interested in 
ornithology, they asked me to come and verify the belief that it 
was a cedar-waxwing. I found the little bird, enjoying itself in 
the warm sunshine and quite tame, for it perched on my finger 
and allowed me to stroke its downy-soft plumage. Its delicate 
shading of brown and exquisitely formed crest were subjects of 
admiration. 

The question arose as to what we should feed it, and not 
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knowing exactly what cedar- waxwings eat, we decided upon 
sunflower seeds. But after obtaining this birdish delicacy 
we found that the ungrateful waxwing had taken to flight. 
Perhaps this was a good thing for I found out afterwards that 
waxwings do not eat seeds." 

xxxxx xxxxx xxxxx 

BOOK REVIEW A Field Guide to the Ferns by Boughton Cobb 

Illustrated by Laura Louise Foster (Boston, Houghton Mifflin Co. 
In Canada 1956) 
PP xviii, 281 Price$ 

This tenth volume of the Peterson Field Guide series is 
a distinguished addition to this valuable collection, and one 
which field naturalists all over the area in question (North
eastern and Central North America) will find of inestimable 
assistance. 

The ferns, a somewhat mysterious group of plants to 
many naturalists, are made easil y accessible to understanding 
in this book. Since there are only about 100 species in our 
region anyone with a mind to do so can hope to get a knowledge 
of the whole group. This is a real attraction in itself, and 
an invitation to those who may be frightened by the multiplicity 
of variety one finds in other ranks of plant life. Here is a 
chance to be a master in your field . This was in fact a main 
reason why the author of this volume, Mr. Boughton Cobb, chose 
to study ferns as his hobby; that the beauty of these plants 
was another reason is revealed when we find that he found in the 
ferns "the perfect examples of the architectonic design found 
in all plants". A chance to be a master, and to be so in a 
realm of beauty and mystery, this is a challenge to any natural
ist. It can be done in the world of ferns. 

The present volume is admirably designed to help anyone 
to enter this world. There are three different keys, for 
instance: 1) that based on the general forms and shapes of 
the ferns ; 2) that based on the divisions or 11 cutting 11 of the 
leaves; 3) that based on the appearance of the sporebearing 
leaves and fruiting arrangements, Each key is ably illustrated 
by simple effective silhouettes. The main part of the book is 
given to a discussion of each species. Two pages are devoted 
to a species, on one being the detailed description, including 
the habitat, and on the other a full page black and white 
illustration. These last are done with exquisite delicacy and 
are accompanied by smaller cuts when it is necessary to show 
particular details. The Peterson device of diagnostic arrows 
is used to indicate the special things to look for in each 
case. Included in the volume along with the ferns are the 
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related horsetails and club mosses. An essay on 11Ferns in the 
Flower Garden 11 by H. L. Foster, a useful bibliography, and a 
check list still further extend the value of this guide. One 
of the cleverest touches is an inch rule which has been printed 
on the back cover, so making it available for collectors and 
observers in the field. This is indeed an excellent book to 
take afield. 

xxxxx xxxxx xxxxx 

THINGS TO SEE 

Frogs tuning up in their mating 11 songs 11
• As soon as 

the marshes and pools open up, and the temperature of the water 
reaches 42 degrees, you may be sure of hearing the spring peepers, 
leopard frogs, wood frogs and others. To watch them puffing 
out their singing sacs as well as to hear them is one of the 
gladdest sights and sound of spring. They may be seen in the 
day time if you are very quiet - they stop performing at the 
slightest foreign sound - and if you get the angle of light 
correctly to show up the sacs. But the best and surest time 
is at night when, with a flashlight, you should have no trouble 
in seeing as many as you like. Remember, they are not afraid 
of l i ght, but they are of noise, and of nearby vibration. If 
they stop just wait patiently for them to start again. And 
don 1 t lower your head too close to the chorus; you 1ll be 
deafened. 

Soft Maples in bloom. Like the rich orange hue on the 
willows, and the deep crimson of the red osier dogwood, the 
intense dark coral of the soft maple blooms is one of the 
loveliest colors of early spring. And you don't have to leave 
the city to see this wonder, for Toronto is full of soft 
maples; if, as you are walking to work some summer morning when 
these trees are bursting out, you will gaze upward you will be 
rewarded with such a scene, etched against blue sky, as maybe 
you have never seen before, and which, once seen, you will 
never forget. 

The flight songs of the woodcock, the upland plover, 
and the snipe. Now is the time to start planning where and 
when you are going ~o see and hear these thrilling performances, 
among the most dramatic in our bird world. The woodcock 
performs at dusk, the plover all through the day, and the sn i pe 
most frequently at dawn and dusk, though during the day as well. 
These are territorial flights, so you must locate breeding 
territories if you wish to see these shows. No doubt there are 
many such territories which you will be able to learn of 
through enquiring amongst fellow naturalists, but a few of the 
best known areas are as follows: Woodcock: (late March - May) 
the road running from No. 11 Highway downstream along the south 
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side of Holland Marsh and ending in the marshland farms; the 
Soldier's Bay road from the east joins this road about halfway 
along; the Brown Hill swamp area in North Gwillinbury Township. 
Woodcock prefer to perform in open meadows adjoining wet 
wooded swamps. Upland Plover: (late April-May) The Elgin 
Mills side road north-east of Richmond Hill; the road west from 
Victoria (on No. 10 Highway) to Terra Cotta; the road west from 
Streetsville to the Milton road. These plover prefer wide 
stretches of open field, preferably uncultivated. Snipe: (mid 
April - May) The Holland Marsh area near the Bradford railway 
station; the east end of Frenchman's Bay marsh; the wet fields 
just north of Oro Lea Beach on Lake Simcoe; the Port Perry 
marshes. Snipe usually perform over or near to cattail beds, but 
may do so over very wet meadows where low willow scrub or other 
growth beside extensive pools give cover for nesting. 

R. M. Saunders, 

Editor. 




